The City, Monday, High Noon: 


More Like 

By BRUCE EGGLER 
“It was like a science-fic- 
tion movie.” 

“Eerie.” 

“Weird.” 

Those were the most fre- 
quent comments of the .people 
who were in downtown New 
Orleans yesterday during the 
final hours of the bloody con- 
frontation at the Howard 
Johnson’s. 

It was not just that the 
streets were almost deserted, 
though that was spooky 
enough, conjuring up thoughts 
of end-of-the-world movies 
•like “On the Beach” that por- 
tray the lifeless concrete can- 
yons large cities some 
sort of deadly radiation has 
ended it all. 

It was also the presence of 
scores of police, the small 
knots of worried-looking peo- 
ple, the way they scurried 
from one “safe” spot to an- 
other, the echo of gunshots 
ringing out from time to time. 

More than one disbelieving 
visitor echoed the same 
thought as a radio newsman 
who said, “I just got back 
from Vietnam. That’s where 
sniping is supposed to go on ” 
The Central Business Dis- 
trict from Canal to St. Joseph 
and Camp to Claiborne was 
closed to the public early 
Monday morning, but even 
unaffected areas like the 
French Quarter were strange- 
ly deserted. 

Some stores bore handwrit- 
ten signs announcing they 
were closed for the day. Even 
the owners of some others 
had not managed to reach 
them. 

A pile of unopened mail and 
uncollected books lay inside 
the front door of the main 
public library, just a, block 
from Howard Johnson’s. 


Deserted 

About 11:30 a.m. a rash of 
reports began that an addi- 
tional sniper or snipers had 
been seen at several locations, 
and heavily armed police — 
followed cautiously by un- 
armed newsmen — criss- 
crossed downtown New Or- 
leans checking each one out. 

Rifle-carrying policemen 
crouched behind their cars 
from time to time as other 
officers checked out each new 
report, but no new sniper was 
found. Perhaps most discon- 
certing of all, the police de- 
partment’s baby-hlue armored 
personnel carrier occasionally 
rumbled down a street that 
normally at that hour would 


Village' 

be thronged with lunch-hour 
workers and shoppers. 

It was not a sight one ever 
expected to see in downtown 
New Orleans. 

Yet through it all a little 
“normal” life continued. A 
few people, mostly black, still 
wandered along the streets. 
And a few businesses tried to 
continue operating. 

One Gravief Street restaur- 
ant that often has long lines 
for lunch was still open but 
held fewer than a dozen cus- 
tomers at lunch time. Many 
of them arrived at something 
like a dead run, and once in- 
side, their eyes and ears were 
quickly attuned to the TV set 
in the corner providing live 
coverage of the whole bizarre 
story. 


